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TO THE RIGHT HONOURABLE 
| T H. E 
COUNTESS OF MOIRA, 
AS A PATRONESS ON WHOM | 
3 
CELEBRATED AND INGENIOUS LANCHORNE, 


WOULD, MOST PROBABLY, 


HAVE FIXED HIS CHOICE. 


THIS IRISH EDITION 

DR e : 

O EN OF CARRON, 
I -&, | 75 _ T7 
WITH ALL DUE*RESPECT, 

INSCRIBED AND DEDICATED, 
. | Fs 
HER LADYSHIP'S 
MOST OBEDIENT 
| AND | 
MOST HUMBLE SERVANT, 
Dublin, I 61 December, 


1779- | 
CHRISTOPHER FACKSON, 
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8 0 N N 5 T, 
ADDRESSED TO A LADY, 


n 


OWEN or CARRON, 
\ A pP o E M. 


I. 


, to thee hath liberal Nature giv'n 
Fancy's bright ray, with Beauty's charms combin'd j 
And ev'ry attribute which favouring heav'n 
Gives to ennoble and adorn the mind. 


II. 
If e'er, for ſuff'ring excellence, thy heart 
Hath heay'd th' enanguiſſi d ſigh, or promp'd the tear, 
TO OW EN's fate the tribute due impart, 
And to thy kindred foul fair ELLEN's woes endear; 


III. 


When to Love” s UNIVERSAL power YOU bow, 
May your beſt, tend'reſt wiſh, the Youth approve 3 
Propitious ſtars confirm the mutual vow,, 


And ELLEN's ”_ crown NITHISDALE's 
love. 
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| To the AUTHOR of 
OWEN or CARRON, 
Written in London on it firſt Publication, | 
A LYRIC ODE. 
By WILLIAM HOLLAND. 


4e Þ amour la ſenſible peinture, : 
Eft pour aller au caur la route la plus fure. 
BoiLEAY, 


B RIGHT, as Aurora's, vivid Eye, 

When purple Smiles adorn the Sky, | 
And Phœbus rides ſerene ! | | 

As bright ! as ſplendid were the Hours ! 

Thy Genius raiſed her magic Pow rl 
To conſecrate the Scene. 


| Dear Harmoniſt of ManLIVALE ! 
Whoſe Lays—in Ows x's plaintive Tate, 
The feeling Lover charms ! 
Sweet Pity ſhall thy Toil requite, 
She'll give thy Numbers new Delight, 
While Beauty — fills her Arms! 


Full oft her peerleſs Tears ſhall flow, | e 
When thou —ſad Harbinger of Woe 7 
__ Elyſian Vigils chear ; 

| Full oft to Time's remoteſt Date, 
The tender Tale ſhe'll oft repeat, 


* hold it ever dear. „ 


. | >, 


* 


ADVERTISEMENT, 


2 wy Fir ft 2 lion. 


1 HE R E is s ſomething Roman- 


tic in the Story of the following 


Po M; but the Author has his Rea- 
ſons for believing that there is ſome- 
thing, likewiſe, authentic. On the 


_ ſimple Circumſtances of the ancient 
Narrative, from which He firſt bor- 


rowed his Idea, thoſe f Reaſons are 


nen ere e ef aid 


ſupported by others, with which, in 


a Work of this Kind, to trouble bis 


Readers would be Luperfluous, 


l 


Ou c. Can nox's ; ſide the primroſe pale; 


Why does it wear a purple hue? +» 


Je maidens fair of MARLIVALE, 


Why ſtreams y our eyes with pity's dew ] 1 


is all with gentle Owen's blood _ 
| That purple grows the primroſe pale 3 
| That pity pours the tender flood ny 
2 From each fair eye in MAR LIVALE. 


* Y , 
23 : 1 | 9 
x " * 
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Lt). 


| The evening lar fate in his eye. — 
The ſun his golden treſſes gave, 


— 
4 Dots hg 


| 1 8 The north's pure morn her orient dye, 


1 To him who reſts in n yonder Slave! 


ue 
i» 


1 | Bepeath no high, hiſtoric tone, 

1 ho nobly born, is Ow EN lad, 
Stretch'd on the green wood's lap alone, 

| — He * denen the waving ſhade, 


There many a flowery race hath ſprung, 
I And fled before the mountain gale, 


75 


1 Since firſt his ſimple dirge ye ſung ; ; 


Ye maidens fair of Mar 11 E! 


= Yet till, when May with fragrant feet P 
| Hath wander'd ofer your meads of gold; 
That Dirge [ hear ſo ſimply ſweet 


1 e " Fi echoed from each "wy fold, 
We . 1. re 


8 jo, 3 
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When Scotland's honours flouriſhed ſtill, 
That Moray 's Earl with mighty (way, 
| Bore rule o'er many a Highland hill, 
And far for him their fruitful ſtore | 
The faireſt plains of Catron ſpiead; 
In fortune rich, in offspring poor, 
An only daughter crown'd his bed. 
Oh! write not „ 0 that flows 
I n waves of gold round India's throne, 
All in her ſhining breaſt that glow 85 


To Ellen's t charms, were earth and ſtone, 


32 . For 


William the Lyon, King of Scotland. 4 9 


+ The Lady Ellen, als daughter of John Fart of 
| Jer $etrothed 1 tothe Earl of Nithiſdale, and af» 
5 | | terwards 


Bhs. 
A, 
* 
* 


* 


T 43. 
For her the Youth of Scot land figh'd, 
TT he Frenchman gay, the Spaniard grave; | 
And ſmoother ltaly applied, | | 
And may an Engliſh Baron brave. 


r EL 
MES Fett Hs i a ones 


In vain by foreign arts afſail'd, | 

No foreign loves her breaſt beguile, . 

And England's honeſt valour fail d. 
Paid with a cold, but courteous ſmile; | 
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* Ah! woe to thee, young Nithiſdale, 
That o'er thy cheek thoſe roſes ſtray'd, 
< Thy breath, the violet of the vale, 
Thy voice, the muſic of the ſhade | 


terwards to the Earl Barnard, was efteemed one 
of the fineſt women in Europe, inſomuch that ſhe 
had ſeveral ſuitors and admirers from foreign 


e 
Ah! woe to thee, that Ellen's love 
Alone to thy ſoft tale would yield! 
& For ſoon thoſe gentle arms ſhall prove 
20 The conflict of a ruder field.” 


"Twas thus a wayward ſiſter ſpoke, 
And caſt a rueful glance behind, 

As from her dimwood glen ſhe broke, 
And mounted on the moaning wind, 
She ſpoke and vaniſh'd—more unmov d 

Than Moray's rocks, when ſtorms inveſt, 
The valiant youth by Ellen logs 
With aught that fear, or fate ſuggeſt. 
For love, methinks, hath power to raiſe 
The ſoul beyond a vulgar ſtate z 8 
Th' unconquer'd banners he diſplays 
Control our fears, and fix our fate. 


III 
„ 
U 


1 Twas when, on Summer's ſofteſt eve, 
: Of clouds that wander'd weſt away, 
Twilight with gentle hand did weave © 
Her fairy robe of night and day. 


When all the mountain gales were ſtill, 
And the wave ſlept againſt the ſhore, -. 
And the ſun, ſunk beneath the hill, 
Left his laſt ſmile on Lemmermore &. 


Led by thoſe waking dreams of- thought 
That warm the young unpractis'd breaſt, 
Her wonted bower ſweet Ellen fought, 


And Carron murmur'd near, and ſooth'd 


her into reſt, 


A chain of mountains running through Scotland : 
from Eaſt to . 


IV. There 


17 1 


IV. 
There is ſome kind and courtly ſprite 


4 


That o'er the realm of fancy reigns, 
Throws ſunſhine on the maſk of night, 


And ſmiles at ſlumber's powerlels chains; 


»Tis told, and I believe the tale, 
At this ſoft hour the ſprite was there, 


5 And ſpread with fairer flowers the vale, 
And fill'd with ſweeter ſounds the air. 


$ 


A bower he fram'd (for he could frame 
What long might weary mortal wight: 
Swift as the lightning's rapid flame 
Daits on the unſuſpecting ſight). 

Such bower he fram'd with magic hand, 
As well that wizard bard hath wove, 
In ſcenes where fair Armida's Wand 5 Hf 

iWay'd all the witcher ies of love. 


"7 
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Yet was it wrought in ſimple ſhew ; 
Nor Indian mines nor orient ſhores. , 
; = Had lent their glories here to glow, 
Or yielded here their ſhining fiores. 
| All round a poplar's trembling arms 
* The wild roſe wound her damaſk flower; 
The woodbine lent her ſpicy charms, © 
| That loves to weave the lover's bower. 


1 5 „ VET 
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— The aſh that courts the mountain- air, 

In all her painted blooms alta) d. 
The wilding's bloſſom bluſhing fair, 

a Combin'd to form the flower y ſhade. 


With thyme that loves the brown hills breaſt, 
VN The covſlip's ſweet, reclining head, 
1 1 The violet of ſky-woven veſt, 

Mass all the Faicy-ground beſpr 


r 
ead. | 
* .Y . 
» * 


Put 


But, who is he, whoſe locks ſo fair - 

| Adown his manly ſhoulders flow ; | 
Beſide him lies the hunter's ſpear, TY . | 

Beſide TIM ſleeps the warrior's bow. | 4 


| * 
REF - __ 
2 | | 
| 
| 
| 


. He bends to Ellen — (gentle ſprite [ 
- Thy ſweet ſeduQtive arts/forbear) 
He courts her arms with fond delight, 

And inſtant vaniſhes in air. 


V. 
Haſt thou not found at early dawn 
Some ſoft ideas melt away, 
If over ſweet vale, or flowery lawn, 


The ſprite of dreams hath hid thee OS 


Haſt thoy not "Pp fair object ſeen, © 
And, when the fleeting form was paſt, 
Still on thy memory found Its mien, 
And felt the fond idea laſt 
5 Thou ö 


Thon haſt. - and oft the picturd view, 


Seen in ſome vifion counted vain, 


| Has ſtruck thy wondering eye ane w, | 
And iron ght the long jolt dream again. 


* 


With "ee bc po, with hunter's ſpear, 
With locks adown his ſhoulder ſpread, 


Young Nithiſdale is ranging near— 


HY ranging near yon mountain's head. 
Scarce had one e pale moon paſs d away, 0 
And fill d her filver urn again, 5 


When in the devious chace to ſtray, 


Afar from all his woodland train, 


* 2 N 


To Carron's wink his fate con ign d, | 
1 And, all to fm the fervid hour, 
He fought ſome friendly ſhade to find, 
And found the e bower. ws 3 


v. Led 


Led by the golden ſtar of love, 
| Sweet Ellen took her wonted way, 
Ae) in the deep-defending Grove 
e refuge from the fervid . 


Oh! n is ; he whoſe ringlets fair 
Diſorder'd o'er his green veſt flow, 

Reclin'd | in reft— 
Half hides the fair cheek's ardent | glow ? 


—whoſe ſunny hair 


*Tis he, that ſpri cles Mabe gueſt, 
(Ah me! that ſprites c can fate control ) 


That lives {till imag'd on her un 
That lives {till pictut'd in her foul, 


As when ſome gentle ſpirit fled 
ws: From earth to breathe Elyſian air, 
And, in the train whom we call dead, 


Perceives its long-lov'd partner is: ; 


Soft; . 


* | 1 
il Soft, ſudden pleaſure ruſhes o'er, 


i Refililefs, o'er its airy frame, 
if I eo findit's future fate reſtore 
| 


n | 'The object of its foime; flame, 


| 

| | 
ih | Fon I | 
lj So Ellen ſtood—— leſs power to move 
if De Had he, who bound in flumber's chain, 
| Seem'd haply o'er his hill to rove, 


1 | | And wind his woodland chace again. 


ee 
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* 


She flood, but trembled——mingled fear, 
And fond delight and melting love 


_ 


Seis d all her ſoul; ſhe came not near, 


She came not near that fated grove. 


* a hal 
. 
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She firives to fly—ſrom wizzard's wand 


As wel] might powerleſs captive fly— 
* The new c; opt flower falls from her hand 
| Ah! fall not with that flower to die. 


VII. Haſt 


— 
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Haft thou not ſcen ſome azure gleam | 
Smile in the morning 8 orient eye, 

And ſkirt the reddening cloud's ſoft beam 
What time the ſun "OO nigh ?. 


Thou haſt——and thou canſt | faticy wal 
As any muſe that meets thine ear, 
The ſoul-ſet eye of Nithiſdale, 
When wak'd, it $ix'd on Ellen near, 


Silent they gaz; d that ſilence broke ; © 
© Hail Goddeſs of thele groves, he cry'd, 
0 let me wear thy gentle yoke ! | 
O let me in thy ſervice bide! 


* 


i 


For thee yl climb the mountain ſteep | 
6 Unwearied chaſe the defiin'd prey, 
© For thee Il P erce the wild- wood deep, 
2 And Pon the ſprays that vex hy way,” 
For 
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For thee 


0 ſtranger, ceaſe, he ad, 
And ſwift away, like Daphne, flew, - 

But Daphne s flight was not delay d 

By aught that to her boſom grew, 


Twas Atalanta's golden frult, 
The fond idea that confin d So * 
Fair Ellen' s ſteps, and bleſs'd his ſuit, 
Who was not far, not far behind. 
VIII. 
O love! within. thoſe golden vales, 
| Thoſe genial airs where thou waſt born, 
| Where 1 nature, liſtening thy ſoft tales 


Leans on the roſy breaſt of morn. . 


Where the ſweet Smiles, the Graces dvell, 

| And tender ſighs the heart emove, 

In ſilent eloquence to tel! 5 . 
; Thy tale, O ſoul ſubduing love 6 ; 
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ab wherefore ſhould grim rage be nigh, 
And dark diſtruſt, with changeful face, 
And jealouſy' s reverted eye 


Be near thy fair, thy favour'd place? 


Earl Barnard was of high degree Se 
And Lord of many a Lowland Hind, 


| And long for Ellen love had he, 


Had love, but not of gentle kind. 


From Moray's Halls her abſent hour 


© He watch'd with all a Miſer's care: 


The wide Domain, the princely Dower | 


Made Ellen more than Ellen fair. 


Ah wretch ! to think the liberal ſoul . 
May thus with fair affection part! 


Though Lothian' s vales thy (way controul, 


Know, Lothian is not worth one heart, 
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Studious he marks her abſent hour, 
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1 „ winding far where Carron flows, 
=. Sudden he ſees the fated bower, 
1 . And red rage on his dark brow glows. 


| 1 For who is he ?—tis Nithiſdale ! 

And that fair form with arm reclin'd 
On his 2— tis Ellen of the rale, 5 

by | Tis She, (0 powers of vengeance 9 kind. 
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f | Should he that vengeance ſwift purſue ? 
PTD ” No—that would all his hopes deſtroy 5 
Moray would vaniſh from his view, 


And rob him of a Miſer 0. . 
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| Unſeen te Moray's halls he hies 

| He calls his Daves, his ruffian band, 

7 * And, haſte to yonder groves, he cries, . 
i 3 And ambuſh'd lie by Carron' : Mad? 
6 What 
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„„ 
What time ye mark from bower or glen 
A gentle lady take her way 
© To diſtance due, and far from ken, 


Allow her length of time to ſtray. 


© Then ranſick ſtraight that range of groves, 
With hunter's ſpear, and veſt of green, 
If chance, a roſy ripling roves,.— 
8 well can aim your arrows keen.“ 


And now the ruffian ſlaves are nigh, 
And Ellen takes her homeward way: 
Though ſtay'd by many a tender ſigh, | 
She can no longer, longer ſlay. | 
Penſive, againſt yon Ke pale 
The lover leans his gentle heart, 
Revolving many a tender tale, 


And Wanke ſtill how ey © could part, 
. Three 
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Three arrows pierc'd the deſert air, 


Ere yet his tender dreams depart; 
And one ſtruck deep his forehead fair, 
And one went through his gentle heart. 


Love's waking dream is loſt in ſleep 


He lies beneath yon poplar pale; 


e 


Lt Ah} could we marvel ye ſhould weep ;- 
Fd Ye maidens fair of Marlivale ! 
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| When all the mountain gales were fill, 
8 And the wave ſlept againſt the ſhore, 
And the ſun, ſunk beneath the bill, 
Left his laſt ſmile on Lemmermore ; 
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Sweet Ellen takes her wonted way 


Along the fairy- featur d vale: 
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3 Bright o'er his wave does Carron play, 
1 And ſoon ſhe'll meet her Nithiſdale. 
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She'll meet him ſoon—for at her ſight 


Swift as the mountain deer he ſped ; 
The evening ſhades will fink in night.— 
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Where art thou, loitering lover, fled ? 


O! She will chide thy trifling ſtay, 

Een now the ſoft reproach ſhe frames 
a Can lovers brook ſuch long delay ? 
Lovers that boaſt of ardent flames !? 


He comes not—weary with the chace, 
Soft ſlumbers o'er his eye-lids throws 
Her veil—we'll fleal one dear embrace, 


We'll gently ſteal on his repoſe. 


This is the bower—we'll ſoftly tread | 
He fleeps beneath yate-ponlar plan” 7 
Lover, if &er thy heart has bled, 
Thy heart will far forego my tale! 
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1 XI. Ellen 
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XI. 

Ellen is not in princely bower, 
She's not in Moray's ſplendid train; 

Their miſtreſs dear at midnight hour, 


Her weeping maidens ſeek in vain. 


| Her pillow ſwells not deep with down ; 
F or her no balms their ſweets exhale : 


"Her limbs are on the pale turf thrown, 
Preſs'd by her lovely cheek as pale. 


On that fairs cheek, that flowing hair, | 
The broom its yellow leaf hath ſhed, 
And the chill mountain's early air 
Blows wildly o'er her beauteous "Th? : 
As the ſoft ſtar of orient day, 
When clouds involve his roſy light, 
Darts thro' the gloom a tranſient ray, 
And leaves the world once more to night. 


Returning, 
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Returning life illumes her eye, 
And flow it's languid orb unfolds— 
What are thoſe bloody arrows nigh ? 


7 of 


Sure, bloody arrows ſhe beholds ! 


What was that form ſo ghaſtly pale, 
That low beneath the poplar lay ? 
Twas ſome poor Youth—* Ah Nithiſdale !' 
She ſaid, and filent ſunk away. 
XII. " 
The morn is on the mountains ſpread, 
The wood-lark trills his liquid ſtrain 
Can morn's ſweet muſic raiſe the dead? 


Give the ſet eye it's ſoul again? 


A ſhepherd of that gentler mind 


Which nature not profuſely yields; | 
Seeks in theſe lonely ſhades to find 


Some wanderer fr om his little fields, h 
= Aghaſt 
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Aghaſt he ſtands—and ſimple fear 
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| | O'er all his paly viſage glides—— 
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wh © Ah me, what means this miſery here ? 
_ What fate this lady fair betides ?? 
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Uu e bears her to his friendly home, 

|} SL When lite he finds has but retir' d 

Won hafte he frames the lover's tomb, 
8 For his is quite, is quite expir d! 


XII. 
30 hide me in thy humble Bower 
_= Returning late to life ſhe ſaid; 
* PII bind thy crook with many a flower 15 
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* With many a roſy wreath thy head. 
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1 * Good ſhepherd, haſte to yonder grove, 
£ And, if my love- aflcep | is laid, 

* Oh! wake bim not; but ſoftly move 

1 Some pillow to that gentle head. 
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$ Sure thou wil't know him, ſhepherd ſwain, 
Thou know'ſt the ſun riſe o'er the ſea 
gut oh! no lamb in all thy train 
Was cer ſo mild, ſo mild as he.“ 


M0 His head is on the wood-moſs laid; 

I did not wake his lumber deep 

© Sweet ſings the redbreaſt o er the ſhade— 
Why, gentle lady, would you weep d 


As flowers that fade in burning day, 
At evening find the dew-drop dear, 
But fiercer feel the noon-tide rays 


When ſoften d by the nightly tear; 


Returning in the flowing tear, 
This lovely flower, more ſweet than they, 
Found her fair ſoul, and, wandering near, 
The ſtranger, Reaſon, croſs'd her way. 
. Found 
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Found her fair ſoul—Ah! ! ſo to find 
Was but more dreadful griet to low | 


Norms 


Ah! ſure, the privilege of mind 


Can not be worth the with of woe. 


XIV. 
On melancholy's ſilent urn 
A ſofter ſhade of ſorrow falls, 


But Ellen can no more return, 


No more return 0 Moray's Halls. 


Beneath the low and loriely ſhade 
The ſlow conſuming hour ſhe'll weep, 


Till nature ſeeks her laſt-left aid, 


F 


In the fad, ſombrous arms of ſleep. 


© Theſe jewels, all unmeet for me, 


* Shalt thou,” ſhe ſaid, good ſhepherd take, 
* 'Theſe gems will purchaſe gold for thee, 
And theſe be thine for Ellen's fake. 


£ So 
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80 fail thou not, at eve and morn, 
0 The roſemary s pale bough to bring— 
e know ' ſt where I was found forlorn— 


© Where thou haft heard the redbreaſt ſing. 


: Heedful PI tend thy flocks the while, 
5 + ad thy ſhepherdeſs's care, 

© For I will ſhare her humble toil, 
And I her friendly roof will ſhare.“ 


XV. 
And now two longſome years are paſt 
In luxury of lonely pain 
The lovely mourner, found at laſt, 


To Moray's Halls is borne again. 


Yet has ſhe left one object dear, 
That wears Love's ſunny eye of 8 
Is Nithiſdale reviving here ? 
Or is it but a ſhepherd's boy. 
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By Carron's fide, a ſhepherd's boy, 


He binds his vale flowers with the reed ; 
He wears love s ſunny heart of joy, 
And birth he little ſeems to heed. 
A 


But ah! no more his infant ſleep 


Cloſes beneath a mother's mile, 

W ho, only when! t clog'd would weepy 
And yield to tender woe the while. 

No more, with fond dee, 
She ſecks tly-unſpoken wiſh to find 

No more ſhall ſhe, with pleaſure s tear, 


See the ſoul waxing into mind. 


XVII 
Does nature bear a tyrant's breaſt 2 


Is ſhe the friend of ſtern controul 2 
Wears ſhe the deſpot's purple veſt ? 
Or ſetters ſhe the free-born ſoul ? 
g Where, 


E N 
Where, worſt of tyrants, is thy claim 
In chains thy childrens' breaſts to bind? 
Gab'ſt thou the promethean flame ? 


The incommunicable mind ? 


Thy offs pring are great Nature's—free, 
And of her fair dominion heirs j 
Each privilege ſhe gives to thee; 
ON „that each privilege is theirs, 
They have thy fortune, wear thine eye, 
Perhaps ſome feelings of thy heart; | 
And wilt thou their loy'd hearts deny 
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To act their fair, their proper part? 


| XVIII. 
The Lord of Lothian's fertile vale, 
Ill fated Ellen, claims thy hand; 
Thou know'ſt not that thy Nithiſdale 
0 Was low laid by his ruffian band. 


And 


W. 
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And Moray with unfather'd eyes, 


Fix- d on fair Lothian's fertile dale, 
Attends his human ſacrifice, = 


Without the Grecian painter's veil. 


| O married love! thy bard ſhall own, 

| Where two congenial ſouls unite, 

| Thy golden chain inlaid with down, 

| 1 hy lamp with heaven's own ſplendor 


V bright. . 


55 But if no radiant ſtar 8 
O hymen! ſmile on thy fair rite, - 
Thy chain a wretched weight ſhall prove, 


| Thy lamp a fad ſepulchral light. 
. 


And now has time's ſlow wandering wing 


_ . — _ _ * 
n d eee * T1 —̃ v In EF 2s 
» » Fa 


| Borne many a year unmark'd with ſpeed— 
Where is the boy, by Carron's ſpring, ; 
| Who bound his vale-flowers with the reed? 
an 
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Ah me! thoſe flowers he binds no more; 3 
No carly charm returns again; 
The parent, nature keeps in ſtore 


Her beſt joys for her little train. 


No longer heed the ſun- beam bri oht 
That plays on Carron's breaſt he can, 

"Reaſon has lent Her quivering light, 
And fhewn the checquer'd field of man. 


XR. 

As the firſt human heic of earth 
With penſive eye himſelf ſurvey'd, 
And, all unconſcious of his birth, 


Sate thoughtful oft in Eden's ſhade ; 


In penſive thought fo Owen ſtray'd 
Wild Carron's lonely woods among, 

And once, within their greeneſt Glade, 
He fondly fram'd this limple ſong : 


XXI. Why 5 
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| * If I were but a ſhepher d's boy. 


e 


XXI. . 
Why i is this crook adorn'd with gold F- 


0 Why am I tales of ladies told ? 


Why does no labour me em ploy, 
if I am but a ſhepherd's boy? 


A ſilken veſt like mine fo green 5 


In ſhepherd's hut I have not ſeen— 
Why ſhould I in ſuch veſture joy, 


If I am but a ſhepherd's boy? 
. 5 — 


J know it is no ſhepherd's art 


His written meaning to impart— 


They teach me, ſure, an idle toy, 5 


If I am but a ſhepherd's boy. 


This bracelet bright that binds my arm 
It could not come from ſhe pherd's farm ; 


It only would that arm annoy, 8 


And, 


[ 31 1 


And, O thou ſilent picture fair, 
That lov'ſt to ſmile upon me there, 
O ay, and fill my heart with joy, 
That I am not a ſhepherd's boy. 


XXII. 

Ah lovely youth! thy tender lay 
” May not thy gentle life prolong: 
See'ſt thou yon nightingale a prey ? 

The fierce hawk hovering o'er his ſong ? 
5 5 
His little heart | is large with love 3 

He ſweetly hails his evening ſtar, 
And Fate's more pointed arrows move, 


Inſidious, from his eye afar. 


XXII. 

The ſhepherdeſs whoſe kindly care 

Had watch'd o'er Owen” s infant breath, 
Muſt now their filent manſions ſhare, 
Whom time leads calmly down to death. 


O tell 
Hs 


0 0 tell me parent if thou art, 
* What 1s this lovely picture dear ? 
Why wounds its mournful eye my heart, 


© Ah! youth! to leave thee loth am I, 
Tho be not thy parent dear ; 
And would 'ſt thou wiſh, or ere l die, 5 
The ſtory of thy birth to hear ? 


* 


ut it will make thee Sth bewail, 
And it will make thy fair eye ſwell— 

She ſaid, and told the woeſome tale, 

As ſooth as ſhepherdeſs might tell. 


XXIV. 
The heart that ſorrow doom'd to ſhate, 
Has worn the frequent. ſeal of woe, 


Its ſad impreſſions learns to bear, 
And finds full oft, its ruin flow, 


Put 


Why flows from mine th unbidden tear? 1, 


1 
But when that ſeal is firſt impreſt, 
When the young heart its pain ſhall try, 
From the ſoft, yielding, trembling breaſt, 
Oft ſeems the ſtartled ſoul to fly. 
Vet fled not ea amaze 
In paleneſs cloath'd, and lifted hands, 


And horrors dread, unmeaning gaze, 
Mark the poor ſtatue, as it ſtands, 


The ſimple guardian of his life 
Look d wiſtful for the tear to glide; 
: But when ſhe ſaw his tearleſs ſtrife, 
Silent, ſhe lent him one,—and died, 
Mi 
Xxv. 
© No, I am not a ſhepherd's boy,” 
Awaking from his dream, he ſaid, 
a Ah where is now the promis d joy 
2 « of this for ever, ever fled ! ! 
D o picure 
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Yes, ſhe is there: From idle ſtate 


1 8 7. 
0 picture dear ] for her tov'd ſake 
How fondly could my heart bewail! 
My friendly ſhepherdeſs, O wake, 
And tell me more of this ſad tale. 


* © tell me more of this fad tale 
* No; thou enjoy thy gentle ſleep ! 
And I will go to Eothian's vale, 
And more than all her waters weep.” 
XXVI. 
Owen to Lothian s vale is fled— 
Earl Barnard's lofty towers appear— 
0 art thou there, the full heart ſaid, ' 


O] art thou there, my parent dear f 


N 


Oft has ſhe ſtole her hour to weep - 


Think how ſhe © by thy cradle fate,” 


And how ſhe *© fondly ſaw thee ſleep" 55 


# See the . Scott; /n Ballad, called Gill Morrice 
Now 


F 


Now tries his trembling hand to frame 
Full many a tender line of love,; 

And till he blots the parent's name, 
For that, he fears, might fatal prove, 

XXVII. 

O'er a fair fountain's ſmiling ſide 
Reclin'd a dim tower, clad with mols, 

Where every bird was wont to bide, 


That languiſn'd for its partner's loſs. 


This ſcene he choſe, this ſcene aſſign d 
A parent's firſt embrace to wait, 
And many a ſoft fear fill'd his mind, 


Anxious for his fond Letter's fate. 


The hand that bore thoſe li aer N love, 
The well-informing bracelet bore— 
Ah! may they not unproſperous prove! | 
Ah! ſafely paſs yon dangerous door! 
wh XXVIII, 
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 XXVIIL 


. She comes not cab ſhe then delay ? 


* Cried the fair youth, and dropt a tear 


© Whatever filial love could ſay, 


To her [ faid, and call'd her dear. 


9 She comes Oh! No—encircled round 


is ſome rude chief with many a ſpear. 


© My hapleſs tale that Earl has found— 


Ah me! my heart! for her 1 fear." 


His tender tale that Earl had read, 
Or ere it reach'd his lady's eye, 


His dark brow wears a cloud of red, 


In rage he deems a rival nigh. 


4.42 


Tis o'er—thoſe locks that wav'd in gold, 


That wav'd adown thoſe checks ſo fair, 


| Wreath'd in the gloomy tyrant's hold, 


Hang from the ſever'd head in air. | 
„ 


"© 1 
That ſtreaming head he joys to bear 
In horriq guiſe to Lothian's Halls; 
' Bids his grim ruffians place it there, 
Erect upon the frowning walls, 


The fatal tokens forth he drew 
© Know'ſt thou theſe—Ellen of the vale? . 
The piCtur'd bracelet ſoon ſhe knew, 


And ſoon her lovely cheek grew pale.— 


The trembling victim, ſtraiglit he led, 
Ere yet her ſoul's firſt fear was o'er : 
He pointed to the ghaſtly head— 


She ſaw—and ſunk, to riſe no more. 


THE END. 
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T 99 
The young GENTLEMAN who is the Subje of the 
following Lines, had ſcarcely come of Age, poſſeſſed 
c a large Fortune, when he was taken off in one 
Day's Illneſs, by an Inflammation in his Bowels, at 
the Diftance of an hundred Miles from his Friends. 
Jule Siſter, who is ſuppoſed to ſpeak the Monodx, 
was the next to him in Age, and the favourite Compa- 
nion of his Life. She remains a, Proof that Fortune 
cannot wear away Affliction, nor the Grave remove 
the Memory of a Brother, who is flill © dear as the 
ruddy Drops that wifit her ſad heart! 


M O N O D Y, 
On the Death F JOHN VESEY, Es d. 
By Mr. E. NoLANNx. : 


| I N the lone Church-yard, by yon mouldering 
Pile, fat the dejected Laura 3 looſe flowed her 
Hair upon her troubled Breaft, and mournful figh'd 
the Wind that wav'd it on her Boſom. Wrapt in 
the ſable Livery of Death, was Laura mourning on 
the clay-cold Bed, where buried lay her Brother 
Lycipas : Her prief-ſwoln Eyes were red as Me- 
teors in a Miſt, when the grey Evening ſheds her 
dewy Sorrows for the departed Beauties of the 
Morn ; and from their teeming Fountains, on the 
new-raiſed Mould, her filegt-pacing Tears did fol- 
low one another: Nor bloſſom'd on her Check the 
„„ 


1 


Roſe 8 Bluſh, nor crimſon'd on her Lip the glowing _ 
Bloom which ripens in the Cherry ; but pale and 
melancholy as the waning Moon, when ſhe looks 
ſickly on the ſtream, flow-winding thro' the Val- 
ley ; ſhe mourn'd her Lycidas ; ye dreary Vaults ! 
ye echoed to the Sound of Laura mourning for her 


Hcidas ! 


To E Bloom of Love ſhall ne'er again 
Triumphant to that Cheek retura ! 
For Hope, my Lycidas in vain 
Smil'd on thy Birth, in Life's gay Morn. 


In vain the Mother's only Boy - 
Bade her raptur'd Eye be bleſt: 
And vainly did the Tide of Joy 
Warm the fondeft Siſter's Breaft ! 


No Mother, Lycidas ! was nigh, 
The parting Kiſs in Death to ſeal ! 
No Siſter to receive the Sigh, 
That bade the World, and her fare wel 


Nor ſtrewing Flowrs ond the Bier, 
Did all the youthful Graces pour ! 
Nor dropp'd for Lycidas.a Tear, 
The Daughters of the Weſtern Shore 5 


Far 


1 5. 
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Far from thy Mother's raptur d eye, 
Far from thy Siſter's tender Breaſt: 


Strangers receiv'd thy parting Sigh, | 
And ſmooth'd thy beauteous Form to reſt * 


5 And far how Corrib's flow ry Side, 
Death all the Pride of Corrib bore ! 
Far from your longing View he died, 
| Ye Daughters of the Weſtern Shore! 


Dear, loſt Companion l cou'd theſe Sighg 
Awake lone Echo from her Cell, - 
She'd fondly bear thee to the Skies 5g 
The Sorrows in my Breaſt that dwell l 
There, if amid the Sun's gay Noon, 
You wander with its golden Beam 
Or catch the filver-footed Moon. 
Light ſkimming o'er the curling Stream: 


O! let thy gentle Spirit ſee 
' (Gliding beneath the Moon's pale Horn) 
Slwanus drop the Tear for thee, + 
And all his weeping Dryads mourn : 


Round thee his Sylvan-trippers lead, 

Soon as the Evening Shades return ; 
And chace from off thy hallow'd Bed 
| The pale- eyed Spectres of the Bourne: | 


” an 


VVV 


For, e around thy Gr ave, 

The Beauties of the Spring mall grow 3 
And Summer all her Roſes leave, 

And bid their ſpicy Fragrance blow. 
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The Snow-drop, as thy Boſom pure, 
Shall planted with the Vilet be; 

And fond Narciſſus—vain no more, 
Forget himſelf in loving thee. 


wi! | And, faithful as the Year's Return, n 

= 8 P11 often trim bis flow'ry Bed, 

Till wrapt within the Kindred Urn, 
This Form with 3 is . 2 


Q. 'D E, 
On the Death of Doftor MACBRIDE, 
By the Same. 


Tu E Hope of weeping Friends i Is paſt, 
The anxious, kind Enquiry o'er 3 
And the dread Knell of Death, at lat, 
' Proclaims Mac BAIDE to be no more f 


Lo! penſive o'er his ſable Bier, 
Philoſophy, ' by Sorrow led! 
The Stoic drops the Iron Tear 
Which ey'n Philoſophy muſt ſhed + 
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And Science, mid the mazy Round 
Of all her endleſs Syſtems ſtands: 
She feels a more than Parent's Wound, 
And wrings, in vain a Mother's Hands ! 


With mad ning Look, and bloated Mien, 
hey view relentleſs Febris nigh ; 


The«peſtilential Hag is ſeen, 
To blaſt where'er r ſhe turns her Eye! 


is: yain the heard the Orphan's Cries, | 

In vain ſhe heard the Widow's Pray'rs 
Nor Widow's Pray'rs, nor Orphan s Sighs, 

; Demands ſhe but a Nn Tears. 
«FM thine,” Hibernia weeping ſaid, 

; And drop'd. the Tear upon his Urn : 

4 For, tho” his Flame of Life be fled, 

His Virtues ſhall the brighter burn. 


4 The Martfier beneath the Pole, 
«© Where Winter holds his dread Domain, 
66 Impreſs'd with Gratitude of Sul, 
From him the Source of Health * ſhall gain. 


4 Cooke, in his laſt Circumnavigation, loſt not one Man 


by the Scurvy, which he attributes to the antiſeptic Qua- 


\ lity of Dr, MacBRipk's Invention of Wort for Seamen. 
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& For, wide to his pervading Mind, 

4 The Map of Nature was unfurl'd 

& And all the hidden * Springs which bind, 
8 The various Atoms o a World. 


ut 


2 Nor leſs Humanity's ſoft Eye, 


«/T he Feelings of his Heart expreſs d, 
« Nor e'er did Pity heave a Sigh, | 
« That ſtole along: a gentler Breaſt,” 


Still, o'er the Sod, where he is Taid, 


Shall Friendſhip ev'ry Sigh return, 


And Truth be grateful to his Shade, 


While Time renews the Birth of Morn, 


6 | 5 + 
® Vide, his Principles of fixed Air, 
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